


Giselle

by Jessicaarra



Category: Harry Potter
Genre: Drama, Romance
Language: English
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-25 02:45:08
Updated: 2016-04-25 02:45:08
Packaged: 2016-04-25 23:00:08
Rating: M
Chapters: 1
Words: 1,972
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Paris, 1841. The premiere of Giselle, the tragic ballet. Harry, the understudy, prepares for his role as the lead. Opposite Draco Malfoy, a far more talented and seasoned dancer, Harry struggles with the nerve to take on such a role. Backstage in the dark, the two dancers may come to realize that their rivalry, may be something else in disguise.





	Giselle

Note*

I wrote this for my writing club, who suggested I upload it to share. It's my first work of fan fiction, and admittedly was extremely fun to write. It's set in 1841, Paris. It has some french, but it's in context so it should be fine.

Note** _Giselle_ is a tragic, romantic ballet, in which Giselle falls in love with a prince in disguise (Albrecht), forgoing her fiance Hilarion. When she discovers the deception, and that the prince is already engaged, she kills herself by dancing to death. (This is ballet guys, it's ridiculous as well as tragic) It's well worth a google :)

Note*** I hope you enjoy this baby fan fiction, let me know if you want it to continue :)

* * *

><p><em>Giselle<em>

Whispering thrums of excitement flowed in like a thick, tumultuous breeze. Passed the tuning orchestra pit, through the gaps in the thick curtain, over the boards of the stage and into the wings where the brimming nervousness was equally matched by repetitive stretching, mutters and tiny movements of hands as the dancers practiced their overture. The flames of the stage lights flickered in their little cabins in front of the downed red velvet curtain.

The Salle le Pelletier was full to bursting, ladies and gentlemen clutching their opera glasses in gloved fingers, bustling into their seats as they chittered in anticipation of the premier.

'Apparently Monsieur Potter will be playing Albrecht, the lover.'

'Over Monsieur Lucian Petipa? Surely not mama, he was only in the corps de ballet at my last visit.'

'No, it's quite true. Look, it says in the program. According to Madame Voulette, he was playing understudy to Monsieur Petipa and stepped in when he fell, injured only a week ago.'

'Are we to see an inferior ballet due to his injury? Fancy allowing it to continue with an understudy? And at premiere too, how outrageous. How will he fair opposite Monsieur Malfoy? And the lovely Mademoiselle Grisi? I'll say he cannot possibly compare. '

'We shall see how he fairs child. Be seated, be seated. The curtain shall rise any moment'

As the two ladies slotted their enormous dresses into their chairs, Harry slunk back inside the stage door, his ears red and his heart pounding uncomfortably. The dire feeling of inadequacy flooded his chest. He stopped in the darkness, leaning against the closed door, gazing with prickling eyes at the sprawl of waiting dancers performing their rituals.

'Don't lean on that, you'll dirty your costume. ' A soft voice came from the front wing. Harry looked towards the voice, and Monsieur Draco Malfoy stepped from the shadows. In no mood for their customary banter, the rivalry that annoyed him more than he cared to admit. He cast his eyes downwards, avoiding those blue eyes that held an unsettling intensity he'd noticed on his first sleeting dawn in the ballet dormitories.

'You look as if awaiting your death, Monsieur. Can you really be so nervous at your debut?' Malfoy grinned, his blonde hair swept to the side. Harry sighed and pushed off the door. Panic rose in him, vicious and serpentine and he for a moment, pushed aside the superiority of Malfoy and their lack of friendship.

'I cannot help that I am in no position to fulfil this role. I am poorly suited to the task ahead, and it means not only my shame, but the embarrassment of the establishment,' he glanced at Malfoy, 'and my fellows.' He turned away and made towards the dancers for the opening act. His cheeks were aflame as he pushed between the congregating tutus.

'Merde!'

Harry had stepped on their tulle and tried to escape through the door to backstage. He felt a sharp cuff on the back of his head. He pushed through the throng, women hitting him if he ventured too close.

'Imbécile!'

'Démarrer!'

Their harsh words followed him, hissed as they preened and prepared. They were to precede Giselle, with the third act of Rossini's Opera, Mosè in Egitto.

'Arrête s'il-te-plaît!' Malfoy's voice called as loudly as he dared.

But Harry had slipped through the door.

He rolled his neck, stretched his feet. Breathing deeply, the scent of fresh paint and tangy sweat calmed him. He gently placed his hand upon Giselle's headstone, white and laced with paper flowers. He closed his eyes, welcoming the darkness and drew his feet into first position. He let the music of Act II fill his frantic head and still his beating heart.

His mind wandered as he thought of Malfoy, his fallen face as Lucian slipped and fell only a week previous. His sneer as Madame Voulette announced him, the understudy, as Albrecht. His stomach twisted in painful knots. And as he lay in his cot that evening, the sinking feeling of truth weighing down upon him like lead, he simply was not able to perform as Lucian could. He knew in his heart he was not the dancer the audience had come to see.

As he moved through Plie's and his muscles warmed to his will, he heard the swell of the audience as they applauded the rising curtain. A sickness swept through him and he pulled himself back, to the music swimming in his head. He opened his eyes to find the sharp face of Carlotta Grisi appraising his form. She was dressed, Giselle the peasant standing in front of him in all but character. Her lustrous, black hair swept from her face and flowing down her back.

'Turn out more. Your right leg. Do they offer such poor tuition in London Monsieur?' She smirked as his face fell, a dark look that made her petit face devilish. She looked at odds with her character. The light, beauteous Giselle, full of love and hope was played by the vivacious, fiery Mademoiselle Grisi. She had strength in that little body. She tugged on her dress and waited for him to comply.

He jerked his foot, shuffling it further out. A frown tugging at his lips. She leaned in towards him, a sharp nail tapped his chest with her hackles raised like a tiger protecting its realm.

'You cannot hope to compare with Monsieur Lucian. All my hard work shall be wasted paired with you.' Her voice was scarce a whisper, but it held a gravity that struck Harry to the core.

'I'll do my best Mademoiselle.' Harry felt his small confidence dim, the flickering flame threatening to be snuffed out. 'Lucian is far above me in talent and skill, but I shall endeavor to be a match worthy of you.' He dropped his arm to continue, closing his eyes, before feeling the sharp sting as her hand caught his cheek.

'I came from Italy for this! I'll not have you ruin this for me, bastard. Have you no shame?'

'Mademoiselle Grisi, please, control your temper.' Malfoy's hand caught her arm as she prepared to slap him again.

'Are you so vulgar? Go prepare. This is neither the place nor the time for feuding.' She gave a growl at the pair of them and stormed into the wing. No doubt seeking the comforting gossip of the corps de ballet.

'She has spirit.' Malfoy said lightly. 'Turn out your right leg, from the hip.'

Harry's face flashed with anger.

'I know this, why must you all keep on? I am doing my utmost and still you all believe me to be of low standard.' His face contorted. 'It merely confirms my fears. I know myself to be lesser than you, must you say it aloud?' He looked at Malfoy, a glint appearing in his eye. Malfoy's face was indecipherable. He turned away from Harry, who felt a sudden urge to follow, to know his thoughts. Malfoy paced, his white cloth shoes silencing his tread.

'Albrecht is the most difficult role I have yet seen in a ballet, Potter.' He turned back, his blue eyes, usually so crystalline, were dark, almost black in the gloom. 'Lucian struggled to give it the passion it deserved, and the fragility. In skill he surpasses you, and you hope to compete? Yes, you do. I see that you do. You watched him as you watch me, waiting for your chance.'

Abruptly he reached out and brushed Harry's cheek with soft fingers, a pained look marring his angular features. He sighed shakily, his eyebrows pinched as he came closer still.

'He lacked the emotion of you.' He said quietly. 'Your soul shines through like his never could.' Malfoy's cheeks were colored pink and he took a quick breath, breaking his gaze. Harry's stomach fluttered.

'You never did say where you received that cut.'

Harry looked away, his hand on his scar, covering it. Malfoy's eyes darkened for a moment. He took to the other side of the headstone, bringing his arm up in a flourish and settled into a set of grand battements.

'How can I be here, in this position?' Harry sighed, and Malfoy's perpetual grin reappeared.

'I am rather glad you fled from London. I enjoy the competition.'

'I am merely competition?' Harry joined him in the exercise, and snuck a sidelong look at Malfoy.

'While you mope about your inadequacies, oui.'

'I am still learning.' Harry protested as the rising swell of the music, over-toned with the delectable sounds of operatic voices floated over the top. The end of the preceding show was almost at an end. The pair stilled, and glanced at each other.

They filed through the stage door, into the hushed and darkened side-wings. The dancers waited, clumped excitedly at the edges of the wings, watching the short opera's finale. They stopped in the first wing, Malfoy running his hand through his hair, unsettling it. They stood for a tense moment before Harry pulled at his arm, towing him into the dark, away from the stage.

'I wish you would have taken Albrecht, and I Hilarion instead.' Harry whispered. Malfoy rolled his eyes.

'Stop with this melancholy. You'll do perfectly. After all, we're rivals in Giselle. Imagine we are in practice and you must compete with me.'

Harry looked with more hope than conviction at Malfoy. 'You truly believe in my abilities?'

'I'll wager the audience adore you, and raise you as the bright star of the Parisian ballet.'

'I thought you despised me.' Harry whispered. His hand slipped down Malfoy's arm, and he felt the muscles clench.

'I…was in envy.'

The audience's applause rolled in like a thunderous wave. The curtain fell and they took their bow positions. Harry's stomach rolled. As they stood and watched the curtain fall again, Malfoy gripped Harry's hand for a moment and spun him around. His lips brushed Harry's cheeks, once, twice. He grinned, his pale face tinged with eagerness.

'Now's the time. Shall we dance for them, or for us?' Without waiting for an answer, he rushed off to take his position. The stage and wings became a rush of fluttering feet, and nervous laughter. The stage darkened.

Harry gulped, his cheeks burning from the kisses. He bounced on his toes, and saw Malfoy in the opposing wing, next to Grisi. She was whispering to him, but his eyes were on Harry. He smiled and mouthed something, Harry couldn't understand. Something spread like liquid silver through his veins, hardening and filling him with a resolve that strengthened his bones and muscles in a way that made him feel like the world was spinning and the audience had dissipated. The curtain fluttered inwards. Harry's eyes settled on Malfoy's, and they fell into oblivion for the briefest of moments.

The curtain rose.


End file.
